the left. "Who changed the order?" she muttered. An
instant's thought told her that Symmetry Syrnmachus
would have changed the order so that the Church
might hold the positions of honour, and the two candi-
dates for the Consulships be visibly humbled. "Yes,"
she thought instantly, "and so that the Prince is nearest
to the box with those three men in it."

She said to herself: "Of course, Syrnmachus couldn't
have planned that;" then added: "Who can tell?
Treachery is everywhere, what with blood-feud and
faction." However, a look at Symmachus as he came
down stage told her that he had no thought of evil; he
was a generous, good and clever old man. The House
had risen at the first sound of the hymn; it stood now,,
waiting for the Patriarch to signal them to sit. All shak-
ing as she was, she slid back into the wing, close to the
little door which led to the box.

She had noted that a key had been in the lock on the
stage side the day before. There was no key there now.
Usually a bolt had been upon the door on the side of the
stage. It had been torn off. It had been but a small bolt,
running into a small catch; but bolt and catch were gone.
The removal must have been very recent, for the little
splinters broken by the jemmy were still fresh prickles
there. There was nothing to keep the door from open-
ing on to the stage at a push. The plan was clear. Three
or more men were inside the box. At a signal they
would come on to the stage. When they were on the
stage, they would be within a few feet of Justinian's
chair, and on his right side, so that they could beat
down his effective arm before he was aware of their
coming. All this crossed her mind in a flash. Something
of the kind was planned. Theophanes had been sick
with terror of it. He had known all the details. He
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